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One 


David whistled a simple tune as he wiped down the last dirty glass, looking forward to having some time to play 
the piano before the little saloon got busy again. He'd never signed on to be a bartender - he'd ridden into 
town looking for work as a musician, and he'd been given the chance to play for the customers at Alec John 
Such's saloon. He played for tips, plus a meager salary for keeping the place clean. It was a nice gig, exactly 
what he'd been looking for, and he'd been happy with the arrangement. 


But Alec had been killed in a nasty shootout two weeks ago. David just considered himself lucky he hadn't 
gotten attached enough to the man to actually mourn the death. He was more worried about losing his perfect 


job. 


The town needed a saloon, the saloon needed a keeper, the keeper had to know how things worked. David took 
over, life went on. The extra work was a pain in the ass, but it was better than what the town would have 


turned into without a steady flow of liquor. 


He had just set the glass aside when he heard the jingling of spurs, a murmured voice outside, then the saloon 


door swinging open. Fuck, there went his piano time. 


"Mornin, Dave." 

"Aint been morning for about three hours now, Jon" 

"Alright then. Howdy, Dave." 

Jon hopped up on a stool, leaning over the bar. 

"What can | get ya?" 

"Same thing ya usually get me." 

"My place or yours?" 

"Ah fuck. You know what | meant.” 

David smiled and poured him a small glass of whiskey with a glass of beer to go with it. 
"How's that new deputy working out?" 

"He's okay. Good as Hell at what he does, but it's like tryin’ to talk to my goddamn horse." 
"Bring him in here for a few drinks. Loosen him up a little." 


Jon shrugged. "Might. I'll be down at the jail all night tonight, any chance of ya lockin' up early to come down 


and keep me company?" 

"If you'll be there all night, why should | leave early?" 

"Lookin: forward to a long night." Jon winked. 

‘If there isn't much business, I'll lock up early. How's that?" 

"Eh, I'll take it" 

"You sure will” 

Jon grinned and finished his drinks, sliding off the stool. "Lookin' forward to it" 


David picked up the glasses to wipe them clean once more, watching Jon's ass as he walked away. 


He'd been out here for six months, working in the saloon nearly the whole time, and David stil! found himself 
surprised at just how rowdy the place could get. It wasn't as bad as it could be - hadn't been a gunfight since 
the one Alec died in, wasn't much to get worked up about. 

It ran the opposite way, too, though. Tempers built up fast out here, and if there was nowhere to let them 
out, it got ugly. Especially on nights like this, when Rich Sambora came over with a couple of his whores. He 
claimed it was better for business to only bring a couple, entice the saloon patrons to go back over to his 
place. 

It never worked like that. Two women in a crowd of about thirty drunk, horny cowboys? Yeah. 


"Rich, if you want to get people back to your place for the women, why not leave the women there?" 


"You gotta give ‘em a little taste, Davey boy. Ain't as likely to head over fer a little relief if | don't get it so 
they need relief first.” 


"If one more fight breaks out over your whores, l'm making this a men-only place." 

"No y‘ain't. You and the sheriffid be the only customers." Richie downed a shot of whiskey, throwing David a 
wink as he walked off, grabbing the two women he'd brought with him and guiding them outside. A loud groan 
of protest rang out from the cowboys around their drinks and poker tables, a good number of them following 


the women. 


Good for business, right. Not David's business. At least he'd be able to head over to see Jon earlier than 


expected. 

The new deputy was just leaving the jail as David walked up. 

"David! Just in time. This here's Hugh. Hugh, David owns the saloon down the street.” 
Hugh nodded curtly at him, walking off without a word. 

"You weren't joking about him." 

"Better than not having anyone around. Not by much, though." 

Jon pulled David inside and shut the door behind him. 

“Anyone here but us?" 


"Nope. Ya can have me anywhere you feel like.” 


"If there ain't any prisoners to watch, why are you here?" 


"Easier for folks who need me to find me here than at home. Now are you gonna talk, or keep me company like 


you said you would?" 


Jon tossed David's hat aside, tangling his fingers in curly hair to pull him down for a kiss. David groaned as 
Jon's body rubbed against his, cock thickening in his jeans as he plunged his tongue into the waiting mouth. Jon 
groaned and worked a leg in between David's, humping his leg, fingers tightening in his hair. They squirmed 
desperately against each other, the frustration of weeks of buildup between these stolen moments making 
them unable to focus on anything but how goddamned good it felt to get some friction against their swollen 


cocks. 


David clutched at Jon's ass, swallowing gasps and whimpers as their kiss grew more desperate. He started to 
walk them back towards Jon's desk, groaning reluctantly as he broke the kiss to turn Jon around and bend him 
over. Jon fumbled with the buttons of his jeans, David grinding the hard hot bulge in his own jeans against the 


cleft of Jon's ass. Jon cried out with relief as his cock sprang free, dripping with precome. 


David growled and yanked Jon's jeans down his hips, leaving them tangled around his ankles. He pulled at his own 
buttons with one hand, reaching forward with the other to push two fingers into Jon's mouth. Jon sucked on 
the digits, swirling his tongue, groaning around the fingers as he rocked his hips back towards David. 


Jon dropped his head to rest on his arm when David pulled his fingers away, reaching down to fist his own 
throbbing cock, rocking into his hand. David pushed his slick fingers against Jon's tight entrance, teasing for a 
minute before sliding them inside. Jon arched his back, crying out as burning pain shot through him. David 
moved his fingers around slowly, stretching him, fucking him gently. Pain turned to fullness, pleasure, and Jon 
pumped himself harder, grunting as he thrust back against the intrusion. David twisted his wrist and Jon 
wailed, biting down on his arm as David rubbed his spot, pleasure so intense his bones turned to jelly coursing 
through him. David fucked him with a few more hard strokes, brushing that spot, Jon's desperate sounds of 
pleasure making his cock throb. 


He pulled his fingers out, spit into his hand, groaning as he coated his cock with saliva and his own precome. He 


pushed in slowly, Jon squirming and whimpering underneath him, hand stilling on his cock as he was filled. 
"Oh God, Jon - fuck, that's - fuck - " 


Jon lay still, breathing hard, waiting for the pain to subside before he pushed back against David, stroking 


himself once more. 
"That's - David, fuck me, fuck me, come on - " 


David grunted and thrust hard, the hot tight tunnel around his cock becoming the center of his universe. He 
slid one hand around, batting Jon's away and pumping his cock with hard, rough strokes, Jon arching his back 


and trying to thrust into David's hand and back against his cock at the same time, muscles clenching around 


David when he pinched the head of Jon's throbbing erection 
"Oh yeah, Jon - fuck, fuck - tight, Jon, so tight - " 


He fucked him even harder, sure the desk would be against the far wall now if it weren't bolted to the floor. 
Jon raised himself up on his elbows to gain a little leverage, thrusting his own hips harder, coaxing David to 


give him more, More, ever more. 
"David, gonna - more, David, need - gonna, gonna, oh God | need to - " 


Jon pushed into David's hand with one violent thrust, back arching and a wail torn from his throat as his cock 
spurted. David threw his head back and groaned, pulling Jon back against him as his balls emptied into Jon's 


ass, muscles clenching around him and milking every last drop from him. 


David collapsed against Jon, panting, feeling the heat from his sweat-soaked body through their shirts. Jon 
turned his head and kissed David, pushing his tongue between David's lips, still moaning softly as he reached 
down to push David's hand off his softening erection David pulled away from the kiss long enough to lick the 
come from his hand, then shared the taste with Jon, hips still rocking lightly as he came down. 


"Ya gotta get off me so | can clean up, Dave." 


David pulled out, Jon groaning as he stood up and grabbed a cloth from the bin in the corner. David let out a 
long, low moan as Jon cleaned his cock off, nerves still tingling from his orgasm. He took the cloth and cleaned 
Jon up as much as he could before wiping down the desk He pulled up and buttoned his own jeans, pulling Jon 


into a kiss and doing the same for him. 


They pulled apart at the sound of gruff voices outside, and spurs on the stairs. When Richie pushed the door 
open, David was sitting on the desk, Jon in the chair with his feet next to David. Richie had a scruffy-looking 


man by the collar. 

"What's going on, Rich?" 

"This guy was getting a little rough with the girls. Drunk off his ass." 

Jon sighed and stood up, grabbing the keys from their hook on the wall and unlocking one of the small cells. 
Richie pushed the offending drunk inside with a none-too-gentle extra shove. He was extremely protective of 
his women - he loved money, but that cowboy wouldn't be allowed back in for quite some time, no matter how 


much he could pay. 


He tipped his hat at the two men before heading out to restore order among the whores and their customers. 


Jon sighed again and dropped back into the chair. 


"Well, fuck. We can't do anything else with him in there." 
David frowned. It wasn't like everybody in town didn't know they were the only two who weren't exactly 
interested in women, and all those people had already drawn their own conclusions about the relationship 


between the two. Jon's insistence on secrecy was a pain in the ass. 


"I can still stay and keep you company - the way most people mean it when they say ‘keeping company’ - if 


you want." 
"Nah. Might as well head back. I'll see ya tomorrow, probably." 
"Right. Tomorrow." 


David slid off the desk and grabbed his hat, dusting it off as he walked out. The road was cold and empty, his 
feet kicking up dust as he shuffled back to his little room above the bar. 


That was cold and empty too. 


Two 


The bad thing about finally getting some time to play around on the piano was the sound inevitably drew people 
to the small saloon. Those people inevitably wanted drinks - drinks David had to serve. So far this afternoon no 
one had wandered in, but David knew it was bound to happen. 

The door swung open, boots thudding across the floor. Jon leaned against the piano. 

"Mornin." 

"Aint been morning for about two hours now, Jon" 

‘Its just a greeting, Dave. Don't need to correct me every day." 

"You here for a drink?" 

"Nah, not now. New Wanted posters, gotta put ‘em up." 

‘In normal towns they go in the post office.” 

"In normal towns the post office probably sees as much business as the saloon 

"Probably not. But go ahead, there's a hammer and nails behind the bar." 

Jon hopped over the bar, grabbed what he needed, and hopped back over. Within five minutes David had shut 
the piano - Jon had no rhythm, and the pounding was throwing him off. He walked over, looking at the posters 
over Jon's shoulder. 

"Ew, too much beard. Too much nose. Too much - just too much. Hey, that one's cute." 

"That one's killed more people than you've ever met" 

"Oh. Well then, that's a no-go." 

"You ever gonna start talkin’ like you're from around here?" 


"Why? I'm not from around here." 


"No, but you keep talkin’ like a cultured musician from back East and you might as well have a ‘kill me’ sign 


hangin’ from your neck." 


David shrugged. "That's why | made friends with the sheriff” 


Jon grinned as he drove the last nail home, hanging the "cute" one right next to the bar where David could 


look at him. 
"My good deed for the day." 
"You're a saint, Jon. Sure you don't want a drink?" 


"Nah, I've gotta get back to lecture Sambora's drunk from last night. Hugh's watchin’ the jail tonight, though, 
so I'll probably swing by for a few drinks later.” 


David sat back down at the piano as Jon put the hammer and nails away and left. Not ten minutes later, a 
gang of cowboys wandered in from the street, and the cultured musician from back East went back to tending 


bar. 


David's nerves were shot to Hell. Six fights had broken out already, the night not more than half over. A 
couple of Sambora's women had come over - the first fight was about which guy the blonde was looking at 
more. While Jon was talking them down, a man in the corner accused his poker opponent of cheating. That one 
ended with guns drawn and ready, and Jon dragging the two card players to cool off for a night in jail. While he 
was gone, another fight broke out over the brunette. That was resolved fairly quietly - she coaxed the two 
parties across the street to meet her "friend who looks just like me". Jon walked back in as a couple regulars 
who knew how terrified the poor naive bartender got when his patrons fought were leading two more rowdy 
card players back home. He was draining his whiskey when a couple friends decided to have a third man judge 


who was a better shot. 
In six months David had only been witness to two gunfights, and only heard a handful more guns actually being 
fired. He never expected it. When the two marksmen decided they didn't need to go outside for their little 


competition, he yelped and ducked under the bar, flushing bright red when he realized what a coward he must 
look like. 


Jon kicked the culprits out, then leaned over the bar. 
"You can come out now, they're gone. And I'm thirsty.” 


David stood back up, still blushing lightly. With all the fighters, friends of fighters, and the women gone, the 


place was almost empty. He poured Jon a drink, and one for himself. 


"You'll get used to it. If you'd come here six months before you did, there were shootouts maybe every other 


day. You'd've gotten used to it faster.” 


"What changed?" 


"New sheriff" 

"You've only been sheriff for six months?" 

Jon nodded. "Deputy for about two years before that. After the guy before me got killed, | went a little nuts 
tryin’ to clean this place up. Rich thought I'd actually gone crazy, almost had me locked up. But he - not Rich, 


the old sheriff - he wasn't just - he was - I've seen people die just about every day of my life. Made a fair 
share of ‘em die, too. That one, though, was - it was hard. | wasn't ready for him to go." 


"Were you Two - " 
Jon nodded once, downing the rest of his beer in one gulp. 


"lm sorry.” 


Jon shrugged and picked his hat up off the bar. "I'd best be headin’ out. Gotta check on Hugh, then I'll die 


without some sleep." 
"You're welcome to come back here, if you want. Can't guarantee you'll get any sleep, though." 
“Temptin' offer, but nah. Some other night. With Hugh around, we can get together a little more than we were." 


He left without another word. David was getting used to how abrupt Jon was, but a "goodbye, Dave" every now 


and again wouldn't kill him. 


Jon didn't come around for a while after that. David saw him a couple times around town, but never got more 
than a brief nod of recognition After two or three days, he didn't see him at all. "Get together more than we 
were" David's ass. 

When a couple more Wanted posters came in, it was Hugh who brought them by. David had to close the piano 
and show him where the hammer and nails where, show him which wall to hang them on, everything he said 
met with total silence. 

"How come Jon ain't the one bringing these by?" 

Hugh nailed up another poster. 


"Deputy doing the grunt work, huh?" 


Hugh dropped a nail, bending over to pick it up. 


"Don't talk much, do ya?" When all else fails, go for the obvious. 

Hugh shrugged. "I talk when | have to." 

"You this quiet around Jon?" 

Hugh nodded, reaching for another poster, another nail 

"Ever think he might need someone a bit more lively to keep him company?" 


"Ever think what he need is to not get into too deep a relationship, having seen what can happen when a 


sheriff and deputy get too close?" 
That shut David up. Hugh put up the last two posters and left without another word. This time when David sat 


at the piano, it was to chase away the silence rather than to entertain himself. He was almost glad for the 


first soon-to-be drinkers who graced his door half an hour later. 


‘Im tellin’ ya, Dave, if ya bought the buildin’ next door to me and moved all this shit over there, it'd be better 


business for us both." 
"Rich, you're right across the street from me. | don't think proximity is a problem." 


"I can see it now. We'll knock down the walls between ‘em, build a little walkway. ‘Sambora and Bryan's 


Gentlemen's Establishment: Fine Drinks and Finer Women':." 
"If your women are better than my whiskey Ill eat my hat" 


"| could have the most beautiful gals on Earth shipped over and ya wouldn't think anything of them. Not 


enough in the lower front. Y‘ain't no judge." 


David sighed and guided Richie outside. "Rich, it's late. If you want to talk business, come by in the morning or 


early afternoon tomorrow, okay?" 

"But you'll think about it?" 

"Sure, Ill think about it. Probably won't change my mind, but | will think about it. Good enough?" 
"Guess it has to be. Night, Dave 


"Night" 


David leaned on the railing, taking off his hat to let the breeze ruffle his hair. A quick glance down the street 
- there was a light glowing in the window of the jail. Was Jon in there? Or was it Hugh's night to keep an eye 
on whoever was in there? He strained his eyes a little. Jon's house was out of sight down that same road, but 


maybe if he tried he could see if there was a light. 

He sighed Was he supposed to get attached? Jon had never indicated they were any more than a convenient 
way to keep from getting too frustrated out here. But he'd never made it clear he didn't see any potential for 
more. Or maybe that was why he told David about the former sheriff - show him Jon wasn't ready for 
anything. 

But what was David supposed to do if he was ready? 

Maybe this happened all the time out here, people just had sex for the Hell of it. The way Richie was raking in 
the cash, it sure seemed like it was more of a pastime than anything else. Maybe it was just his stupid big- 
city spoiled kid naivete that made him think he needed something else to go with heated encounters in the 
prison or the back room of the saloon or once - once - in an honest-to-God bed. It didn't help he was 


practically a virgin when he came here. 


The light in the window dimmed. Could it hurt to walk down there, see if it was Jon, maybe find out why he 


was being avoided? 


The light clip-clop of hooves on the packed dirt and a quiet, scratchy "whoa" tore his eyes from the building 
down the street. A man dressed all in black, a few days' growth of stubble gracing his chin, was dismounting. 


"Can | help you?" 

"Got a place to stay?" 

His voice was exactly like his face - rough, scratchy, not pretty, not warm, but still somehow not unpleasant. 
"Sure do, if you can pay." 

"How much?" 


"Dollar fifty a night. Its not much of a room, but." He trailed off as the stranger turned and bent over 
slightly to dig in his saddlebag, eyes sliding down his body. Not bad, not bad at all. 


| can let you have it for fifty cents a night. It isn't really that great for the price, so - yeah. Fifty cents." 


The stranger nodded and dropped a dollar fifty in his palm. "Three nights, then 


Three 


David knocked on the door of the little room behind the saloon, balancing two plates of eggs on his arm. The 


stranger pulled the door open a crack, widening it a little when he saw who it was. 

"Thought you might like some breakfast.” 

He nodded and pulled the door all the way open, stepping aside to let him in 

The room was small and dark, barely furnished - a table, two chairs, and a thin mattress on the floor with a 
ratty pillow and a barely-there-blanket. Alec hadn't bothered making it nicer because he cared more about 
how much money he could charge versus how much he spent, and making that gap wider was his main 
concern. David had almost forgotten it was back here - this was kind of an out-of-the-way town, they didn't 
get a lot of stray travelers seeking rooms. 

"You have a name?" 

"Tico." 

"That's unusual." 

Tico shrugged and sat down. Wonderful, another man of few words. This was different than Hugh, though. 
There was almost confrontation in Hugh's silence, a challenge to get him talking, an air of "I have lots to say, 
and you'll ove hearing it, but you have to fight it out of me". This guy just didn't seem to have much use for 
words. 

They ate in silence, David sneaking glances at Tico the whole time. He looked familiar, but not like they'd met 
before. Vaguely familiar, like he'd passed him on the street once. He kind of looked like the consummate 
"Western outlaw" from cheesy stories back home. But the consummate outlaw wouldn't waltz up to a saloon 
and just ask for a room. Right? 

"So what brings you out here?" 

"Just passin’ through." 

"On the way to what?" 

"Nowhere special." 


"| hear it's nice out there this time of year." 


Tico raised an eyebrow and cocked his head; David bit his lip and looked down at his plate. He missed Tico 


breaking into a small smile, but he heard the little chuckle. 
"I hear the same thing." 


Richie leaned over the piano, waiting for David to look up. It was Sunday, the saloon was closed, he could play all 


he wanted without having to go behind the bar. When he did look up, he jumped a litle. 
"Jesus, Rich. Don't sneak up on me like that" 

"Don't be so jumpy. You fold me to come by." 

"Right" He closed the piano - someday, he'd actually get to play until he wanted to stop. 
"Who was that | saw riding out of here this morning?" 

"Name's Tico, he's staying in that back room." 

Richie frowned. "You sure you should be rentin: that out?" 

"Why not? | mean, it's kind of a shithole, but | lowered the price a little, and - " 


"| didn't mean that, | meant - y'ain't exactly one to handle much more than the kinder, gentler section of 


society. And the type of people who'll rent a room like the shithole ya got ain't that kind of people” 
"Its - don't worry about me, Richie. It's fine” 

"David, ya duck at the sight of a gun l'm just lookin’ out fer ya" 

"tll be fine” 


"Whatever ya say. Just be a shame to wake up some mornin’ to find ya'd been robbed blind and shot or 
somethin." 


"Well, | think that's enough conversation for today." 
"Ya think about my idea?" 
"A little." 


"And..2" 


"| need to think about it more." 


Richie sighed. "It's a great fuckin’ idea, Davey. Ya know it is. But okay, I'll give ya more time to think. Scream like 


a woman if yer tenant gives ya any trouble, I'll send one of the girls over to help out" 

He winked and walked away, ignoring David's scowl. He opened the piano again - maybe now he'd get to play until 
he was done. Fuck Richie, anyway. He didn't know anything but what his dick told him. David wasn't a fucking 
coward, especially not worse than a woman. He just wasn't fucking used to people who couldn't solve problems 
with anything but blowing the other guy's brains out. 

"Musician?" 

For the second time that day, David jumped. Tico was leaning against the piano. 

"Yeah." 

"Pretty good." 

| had a lot of training and lessons and shit where | grew up." 

"Didn't think you sounded like you were around here." 


Jon was apparently right, his Eastern-ness was obvious. 


lm from New York. Kind of boring back there, though, you know?" No, he probably didn't know. This guy's 


Western-ness was just as obvious. "So | figured I'd come out here, get a little excitement." 
"Don't stop playin’ on my account" Tico had wandered over by the bar. "You mind if | - 2" 


"No, go ahead" He jumped up over the bar, grabbing a bottle of whiskey and coming back over, pulling a chair 


up near the piano and taking a swig. 
"So how's that excitement thing workin’ out?" 


"Honestly, it's - its a little much. I'd never even seen a working gun, then | came out here and a guy got shot 


right in front of my door within a month. It's excitement, | guess." 
"Jesus, how the fuck does someone grow up without ever seein’ a fucking gun?" 
David shrugged. 


"And how does someone who ain't never seen a gun wind up the owner of a place like this?" 


"| came out here for the excitement and stuff, but | still wanted to be a musician. So | just stopped at the 
first place that'd pay me to play. | stuck around here, and a couple weeks - more than a month by now, 


actually - ago, the owner got shot. So | took over, ‘cause | knew what | was doing. Kind of, at least" 
"Huh." He passed the bottle and David took a swig, wincing at the burn. Tico got up and sat next to him on the 
bench, taking the bottle back. Normally he would shoo away anyone who sat next to him - it made it harder 


for him to reach notes he needed - but he liked the warmth of Tico's leg against his far more than he liked 
the high notes. 


"I think - | think yer drunk, Dave." 

"| - yeah. You are too, though." 

"Maybe." 

David had given up on playing quite a while ago. His fingers were a few minutes behind his brain but kept 
trying to catch up and that hadn't quite worked out. The sun had set an hour ago, the room almost completely 
dark. David didn't trust himself to light anything - his breath would probably catch fire and he'd burn the 
whole thing down. 

"| should - hm. | should go to bed." 

He stood up, leaning heavily on the piano, looking expectantly at Tico. 

"You gotta - you gotta go now, too, ‘cause | gotta lock up, and | can't lock you in, so you gotta get up too." 
Tico nodded and pulled himself up, groaning. He hadn't moved from the bench since he'd first sat down, and 
stiffness had firmly set in. They walked out of the saloon, leaning heavily on each other, almost getting stuck in 
the door, laughing like idiots. 

David locked the door and walked around to the stairs up to his little room above the saloon, taking one step 
up and almost falling backwards. He braced himself, gripped the railing, and made it up two whole steps before 
he stumbled back down, running into Tico with an "OOF!" 

"Can't get up the stairs?" 

David shook his head. "But my bed's up there. | can't - | don't - what do | do?" 


"You could come in my room. No stairs." 


"But there's just one bed." 


"So we'll share." 


"Oh! Okay" 


Leaning against each other once more, they made it into the back room, almost forgetting to kick their shoes 


off before hitting the bed. 


Four 


David moaned softly, not sure whether he wanted to be angry from the pounding in his head or happy from 
the warm body against his. Wait, who was he in bed with? The saloon had been closed last night, no chance to 
pick up a stranger even if that was the kind of thing he did And he didn't remember Jon coming by. This 


wasn't his bed he was in, either. 


He propped himself up on his elbow, looking down at the sleeping form next to him. Tico opened his eyes and 


squeezed them shut again 

"Oh, fuck its bright." He slowly relaxed his face, tentatively opening his eyes again 
"Hi" 

"Uh, hi. Did we..?" 


David shook his head. "We're both dressed. | don't think we would have been in any condition to put our clothes 


back on" 

"Do you wish we did?" 

David hesitated. "I - will you hit me if | say yes?" 

Tico smiled and reached up, slipping his fingers into David's hair and pulling him down. 
"Nah," he whispered, a split second before his lips were on David's. 


David moaned and parted his lips, shifting to lean over Tico, bracing himself with one arm on either side. Tico's 


tongue pushed past his lips, hands sliding down to guide David to lie on top of him. 
David moaned and let Tico explore his mouth, hands roughly kneading his ass as the kiss grew more needy. 
David pushed his tongue against Tico's, pushing until he was let in to explore Tico's mouth, groaning at the 


taste. He tasted like morning and day-old whiskey and stale cigarettes, sending a little thrill down David's spine. 


Tico's hands slid their way up his back, finding his hair again and gently pulling him away, both of them 
breathing hard. 


"Think we could get some coffee?" 


David stared thoughtfully out the gap between the swinging doors and the top of the frame, wiping down a 


glass. 

Tico had ridden out right after he'd finished his coffee that morning, no giving much of an answer when David 
asked him where he had to be going. His lips still tingled with the memory of one more kiss before he left, the 
coffee adding to the taste of morning and whiskey and cigarettes more than covering it. Good God that man 
could kiss. 

This was bad. This was very, very bad. David was confused enough about Jon, about what their relationship 
was and what it meant that he'd vanished, without adding another person in the mix. Another person who was 


gorgeous (in a rough, violent, attitude-over-looks kind of way) and who kissed really well and made David 


happier in one morning than Jon had in six months. 

Fuck. This was bad. 

"| think that glass is clean 

David jumped, swearing as the glass slipped from his hands and shattered against the floor. 
"Jon" 

"Last | checked. You're jumpy this morning.’ 

| - where the fuck have you been?" 


"Town a little ways away was havin some trouble, asked me to head over and help out. Got back late last 


night" 

"You couldn't have said something?" 

"Kind of a last minute thing. Sorry." 

David sighed, kneeling down to pick up the shards of glass. Fuck, this was worse. 
"It's. okay" 

"Things been quiet around here?" 


"Yeah." David gave up trying to gather up the glass without cutting himself, standing up and kicking as much as 
he could under the bar. 


"Rich says you've got someone stayin’ in that room at the back" 


David nodded. "Want a drink?" 


"Sure, the usual." 
"You went to see Richie before me?" 


"Nah, had to stop by the jail first. He don't think Hugh yells at the guys he brings in for roughin up the 


women enough, he's taken to doin’ the yellin’ himself. So what's this guy like?" 


He tastes like whiskey and cigarettes and he has this great growly laugh and he kisses like David's the best 
thing he's ever tasted. 


David shrugged. "Quiet. Heads out somewhere in the morning, doesn't come back ‘til late, don't see much of 


him. 
"Rich said he told you he didn't think rentin! to someone was the best idea. l'm inclined to agree." 
"This is his last night here, and l'm still alive." 

Jon shrugged. "So you got lucky." 

"You two give Alec this much shit when he rented out?" 

"Alec owned a gun. And knew how to use it. And didn't yelp and hide when he heard one being fired." 
David scowled. "I'm fine, Jon. | can take care of my fucking self." 

"Fine, fine. Got overnight duty again, if you wanna come by tonight” 


Shit. "I - | should probably stay here. You're so concerned about my tenant, | probably shouldn't leave him 


alone with the money and booze." 
"True. Guess I'll have to keep myself entertained.” 


Guilt welled up in David's throat, but he choked it down. Jon finished his drink and hopped off the stool, leaving 


without another word. 
Tico had said "goodbye" before he'd ridden away. 


The crowd was unusually calm that night. Richie, fed up with all the misbehavior lately, had decided he was 
going to check each and every man who walked in to his whorehouse and decide if they were too drunk to 


handle the girls responsibly. As a result, a lot less people were drinking until they couldn't stand up, and a lot 


less fights were breaking out. As bad as it was for business, it was excellent for David's nerves. 
Tico strolled in as the crowd was dwindling, smiling at David before joining a card game. David watched him 
playing, only tearing his eyes away to serve the occasional drink. A little bubble of happiness started to rise in 


his gut, swelling every time Tico laughed or smiled, even growing when he lost and slammed his fist on the 
table with a curse. 


Fuck. 


The card game ended, the last patrons weaving out into the night. Tico gathered up his winnings and came over 
to the bar, sitting down in front of David and dropping the few coins. 


"Buy you a drink?" 

David smiled. "What can | get ya?" 

Somehow he knew that Tico was going to reach across the bar and pull him in for a kiss, fingers tangling in his 
hair and holding him there, knew he was going to draw as close as he could, gripping the bar so tightly his 
knuckles turned white before he managed to pry his fingers free to twist in Tico's hair, knocking his hat off 


with his eagerness. He knew all that was going to happen before it did, but it didn't make it any less wonderful. 


When Tico pulled away he almost lunged over the bar to knock him on the floor and kiss him again, and again, 
not coming up for air until both of them drowned. 


There was a light breeze blowing again, the same as it had the night Tico came into town, as they walked out 
and David locked the door. Tico stopped with him at the base of the stairs up to his room. 


"So. km headin’ out tomorrow." 

"You dont have to. Not like there's a lot of demand for that room, you could stay longer: 
"Dont have the money.” 

"You dont have to pay if you don't stay in that room" 

"Exactly. So lm headin’ out tomorrow” 

"Or you could stay in a different room" David tilted his head toward the stairs, and Tico smiled 


"| s'pose | could stay a bit longer, you put it like that." 


David barely got the door shut before he started ripping at the buttons on Tico's shirt, kissing him hard as 
Tico moaned. He ran his hands over Tico's chest, forcing himself to pull away enough to grab Tico's arm and 


pull him towards the bed, pushing him down 


Tico rolled them over as soon as David crawled on top of him, kissing down his chest as he unbuttoned David's 
shirt and spread it open. David squirmed and gasped beneath him, clutching the sheets, each flick of Tico's 
tongue sending little flashes of pleasure through him. 


Tico licked and unbuttoned his way down to the top of David's jeans, pulling the shirt free, grinning when David 
groaned as he slid back up. Pushing the shirt off David's chest completely, he dipped his head, nibbling gently at 


one of David's nipples. 


David arched and moaned, trapping one of Tico's legs between his thighs and rubbing against it, gasping as his 
cock throbbed in his jeans. Tico kissed a path to the other nipple, sucking it into his mouth, hands drifting down 
to pop open the buttons on David's jeans. 


"Oh, Teek, Teek, | - unh - " 


David's hands came up to tangle in Tico's hair as a rough hand closed around his erection, pumping him hard, 
hips thrusting into the sensation. Tico slid his hand up to swirl his fingers around the head, spreading David's 


precome around and slicking it down the shaft. 


David bucked his hips, fingers tightening in Tico's hair, cock throbbing. He groaned when Tico pulled away, 
coaxing David to lift his hips and sliding his jeans off. He reached for his own waistband, David's eyes fixated on 


each button as it was opened, Tico moaning low in his throat as his cock sprang free. 


He shrugged off his shirt and tossed it aside, kneeling in front of the bed and taking David's hands to pull him 
forward. David sat up, crying out at the first touch of Tico's tongue to his cock, another cry torn from his 
throat as Tico sucked the head into his mouth and started moving down. The hot soft wetness and suction and 


that tongue dancing all over his shaft twisted into one bolt of hot searing pleasure, racing up his spine, cock 


throbbing. 
"Oh Tico, | - Oh God, that's - Tico!" 


Any last semblance of rational thought flew out the window as Tico's nose pressed against his groin, his cock 
pushing into Tico's throat. He gasped and whimpered, the vibration from Tico's moans shaking him right to the 
core. His hands fisted in Tico's hair, hips thrusting lightly. Tico swallowed around his cock and he screamed, the 
muscles in Tico's throat working his cock, orgasm building in him, whole body on fire with hot wet sucking 


softness. 


David groaned and collapsed back on the bed when Tico pulled away, licking his lips. He hovered over David on 
the bed, kissing him, slipping a hand down to tease his entrance. 


"This okay?" 
"Yeah, yeah, it's - please, | - there's oil over there.” 


Tico followed David's arm waving in a vague direction until he spotted the small vial on a table in the corner. 
While he retrieved it, David pushed himself back on the bed, lying against the pillow, spreading his legs as Tico 


came back over. 


Tico lay down next to him, kissing him hungrily as he pushed one slick finger into David, swallowing the sharp 
gasp. David pushed down against the intruding finger, feeling it twist and curl inside him, looking for - 


"Fuck!" He pulled away from Tico's lips to shout, his entire body tensing up and then relaxing as a hot wave of 
pleasure washed over him. Tico chuckled and kept pushing his finger against that spot, David writhing and 
moaning desperately. He pulled his finger out, pushing two back in, fucking David hard as he stretched him. 
David thrust his hips to meet the strokes, cock dripping precome onto his stomach. 


Tico moved to kneel between David's spread legs, sliding his fingers out and coating his cock with oil. David's 
breath caught in his throat, every fiber of his being anticipating, screaming for joy as Tico's cock pressed 


against his entrance, pushing inside. 
"Dave, oh shit - tight, good - " 


He didn't stop until he was fully sheathed in David's ass, leaning down to plunge his tongue between parted lips. 
David whimpered and wrapped his legs around Tico's waist, urging him to move, pushing his hips back against 
the intrusion. Tico pulled out almost all the way, leaving just the head lodged inside David, then pushed back in 
fast, David's back coming clean off the bed as he howled. 


David forced him into a brutal rhythm, hips pistoning, bodies slamming together. His fingers tangled in Tico's 
hair, holding him down, tongues dueling. Explosions rocked him with every thrust, he was on fire, he was 


drowning, he was fucking dying. And still Tico thrust harder, faster, hand circling his cock to pump him in time. 
Stars flashed in front of David's eyes, his whole world reduced to thrusting and pumping and that tongue in his 
mouth, everything building up inside him until it was too much. Too much, too much, but he needed more, 


more, still arching to meet all of Tico's thrusts, rocking into his hand, tongues dueling. 


The force of the orgasm that exploded from him pulled David off the bed, back arching higher with every 


spurt. Tico groaned and came inside him, still thrusting as his balls emptied 


They collapsed back onto the bed, still kissing as they came down 


Five 

Does it still count as cheating if there's no real relationship to speak of? There was exclusivity, but not 
necessarily by choice. It was just sex for converience's sake, so finding someone else shouldn't be a big deal, 
right? 


But does it count if the one cheating - if it i cheating - was the one who was pushing for a real relationship? 


David plinked out a quiet melody, keeping it low in hopes of not attracting anyone passing by. He needed to think 


right now, not wait on rowdy cowboys. 

He felt guilty, a little. Whether it was just because he'd blown Jon off last night, leaving the poor guy to spend 
the night alone and bored in the jail, or because of what he'd done with Tico, he didn't know. The two were tied 
together, really - would he have stayed here with Tico if he hadn't expected the night to end up like it did? 
"That's a pretty song.” 


He jumped. Goddamn he was sick of people interrupting his thoughts. Especially if the interrupter was one of 
the people he was thinking about. 


"Morning, Jon" 

"Aint been mornin’ for a couple hours now." Jon grinned and sat on a nearby table; David closed the piano. 
"Just an expression. Need something?" 

"Some kinda salve. Just about rubbed myself raw last night." Don't mention last night, for the love of God. 
David forced a chuckle. “Can't help you there." 

"lim leavin’ again" 


Oh good, good, good. This was much less complicated without Jon around - if he didn't see him, David could 


pretend he didn't exist 
"Oh! 

"As up in arms as ya were when | didnt say nothin’ last time, that aint exactly the answer | was expectin" 
"lid fall on my knees and beg you not to go, but | haven't swept today. Where ya goin?" 


"Some wanted fucker been spotted nearby, askin’ for all the help they can get findin’ him. Hugh's got things all 


set here, so I'm goin killer huntin’ 
"Be careful" Jon smiled and hopped off the table, ruffling David's hair and walking out. 


Richie leaned over the bar, handing David his empty glass. The crowd was back in full force tonight, the ban on 
drunks in the whorehouse lifted the night before. Richie had been fine when it cut down on David's business, 
but once the men got sick of sobriety and started choosing the whiskey over the women, he'd changed his 
tune. 

"Thought you were only rentin to that guy for three nights.” 

At first, but he was way too good in bed for David to let him leave. 

He shrugged. "Decided to stay a little longer." 


"And that wouldn't have nothin’ to do with ya comin’ over just about every other day for the last two weeks 


needin' more oil, would it?" 


‘| - it - uh - " David snatched an empty glass being handed towards him, for once thankful for the drunks 


who interrupted his conversation Richie sipped his drink, waiting until the other men had all wandered away. 
"Ya sure ya know what yer doin'?" 

"IFs fine, Richie. He's not some insane bandit who's gonna rob me and slit my throat." 

"What about Jon?" 

"What about him?" 

"Aint you two..ya know?" 


"We fucked, yeah. Just ‘cause there wasn't anyone else around for either of us, though. It wasn't anything but 


sex. 
"Ya sure that's how he feels?" 
"Absolutely." 


Richie arched his eyebrow, shrugged, and finished his drink, shaking his head when David went to refill it. 
"Should be gettin’ back, keep an eye on things. Be careful, Dave." 


David sighed happily, running his fingers through the hair on Tico's chest. Tico was smoking, and David knew 
when he kissed him again he'd taste more cigarettes than whiskey. The whiskey would be there, though, like it 
always was, even if Tico hadn't had anything to drink all day. 

"le been thinkin’, Dave." 

"Have you?" 

Tico nodded. "Yup. And | was thinkin’ - I'm gonna hafta head out soon" 


"You know you can stay as long as you want. As far as I'm concerned you ain't gonna wear out your welcome." 


"I know, but - | get restless, one place for too long, ya know? This is the longest I've been in the same place in 


maybe four or five years. Time to move on 

"To nowhere special." 

Tico smiled at him, stubbing out his cigarette. "Right." 
David sighed. "So when are you gonna leave?" 


He felt Tico shrugging, his chest dragging up and back down against David's cheek. "Soon. But | was thinkin’ - ya 


should come with me, when | go." 
"| - the saloon, though." 


"Sell it to the guy across the street. He's been buggin’ ya about combinin’ the saloon and the whorehouse 
anyway, right? So just sell it to him." 


"Tico, | - " 


"Ya don't have to decide right now. Sleep on it, think about it. It'll be a couple more days before l'm ready to 


leave, anyway." 


The saloon was, thankfully, deserted all day. David had avoided playing the piano, purposefully trying to keep 


people away. 


Could he just up and leave with Tico? He was, as much as he hated having it pointed out, just a spoiled Eastern 
city boy. Could he handle constantly traveling, never settling down, just riding and riding and riding? And it got 


dangerous between cities - he didn't even own a gun, wouldn't know how to use it if he did. He'd have to depend 
on Tico completely, and aside from feeling like a burden, could he trust someone he'd known less than a month 


to take care of him? 


Actually, he knew the answer to that. Not for sure, but he had a very definite feeling he could trust Tico. 
After all, Tico wasn't stupid, and he'd had enough time to figure out David wasn't exactly wilderness-ready. He 


invited him anyway; he knew what he was in for. 


It wasn't like there was much tying him here - there was the saloon, but Tico was right, Richie would jump at 
the chance to buy it. He wouldn't have to sell it for much, either, just enough so if he had to leave Tico he'd 
have a safety net until he found the next saloon in need of a pianist. There was Jon, though. 


But Jon had no problem leaving him to go off wherever. Although that was different - it was his job, and he 


always planned on coming back. David had a feeling if he left, he'd never come back here. 


So it came down to Tico versus Jon. And to be honest, he already knew who won that fight. Tico did things to 
him Jon never could - not just in bed, it was everything. Tico made David's entire day just by walking into the 
room. And Tico held him after they had sex, talked to him, didn't just come up with some half-assed reason 
for him to leave before their breathing was normal again. To be honest, David didn't even really want that 
from Jon. He loved him, but more in a "you took me under your wing and helped me out" kind of way than an 


| want to spend my life with you" kind of way. With Tico, it was the second one. 


So it was settled - he was going to leave with Tico. But on one condition - he had to be able to say goodbye to 


Jon first. Jon was fine walking away without any closure; David wasn't. 


He smiled to himself, grabbing a cloth to wipe down the bar, images of long nights after a hard day of riding 
spent around a fire, curled up with Tico under a blanket of stars, nothing but them and desert for miles. He 
slid the cloth to the end of the bar, glancing up at the Wanted poster Jon had hung there for him almost a 


month ago. 


And he knew why Tico had looked so vaguely familiar that first morning. 


Six 


Every man in the saloon could have pulled out their guns and fired towards the bar at the same time and 
David wouldn't have noticed. He'd lost track of the amount of times he'd handed someone a bottle when they 


paid for a glass, realizing his mistake only as the (extremely happy) customer was almost back to his table. 
Tico was an outlaw - the one Jon had said "killed more people than you've ever met". And he'd been living here, 
hiding out - was that what he did every day when he rode out? Robbed some poor bastard blind, then shot 
him, counting his money before the body went cold? 

David tried to picture Tico standing over a fallen cowboy, holstering his gun while it was still smoking, laughing 
at the bloodstain spreading over the dead (or still dying?) man's shirt. He'd hop on his horse to ride back to 
town, maybe spitting at the ground in the direction of his victim. 

He couldn't see it. He could see Tico leaning against the wall of the saloon, waiting for the last patron to leave 
so he could drag David upstairs, smoking a cigarette, hat pulled low over his eyes. He could see Tico getting 
dressed in the morning while David lay in bed, trying to coerce him to stay for just a few more minutes, Tico 
promising he'd make up all the minutes David wanted later that night. He could see Tico perched on a table the 
one day he stayed around, watching David play the piano, soft smile offsetting the roughness of his face. 

He couldn't see Tico robbing someone, couldn't see him killing anyone. But that's what he did, that's what he left 
David for every morning and came back from every night. He always smelled faintly of gunpowder - David had 


just assumed it was part of his smell, the way cigarettes and whiskey were part of his taste. 


The last drunken cowboy was being led out by his friends when Tico walked up, standing to the side to let 


them pass before coming over to the bar. 

"Ya thought about comin’ with me?" 

"Yeah, | thought about it.” 

‘Listen, before ya decide for good, there's some stuff | gotta tell ya" 

David reached over and yanked the Wanted poster off the wall, sliding it across the bar to Tico. 
"Have something to do with this?" 

Tico sighed and ran his hands over his face. "Y‘ain't gonna turn me in, are ya?" 

"That's all you're worried about?" 


"No, not at all. Tryin’ to figure out how ya feel about it without making ya say it, | guess.” 


"| have no idea how | feel." 

"| wouldn't hurt you, Davia." 

"Just other people." 

‘| ain't killed no one for about two years now." 

"How many times have you tried?" 

"None. It's - | fell into a gang young. So all | knew was killin’ people and takin’ what | wanted. Ain't right, but - 
outlaws ain't guilt-free, and it caught up with me. But | can't exactly look for a good job, my face plastered all 
over towns as a killer. So | keep robbin' people, to get by. Take what | need, no more. It ain't right, but it's how 
it is.” 

"Were you gonna rob me?" 


"Nah. Hard enough to find a decent place to stay, wouldn't be a good idea to turn no one who gave me a bed 
against me. Even if nothing had happened, | woulda left ya alone." 


"| - Tico, this is - " 


"Ya want me to leave? That's what you want, say so. Just don't tell no one | been here ‘til l've had a chance to 


get away, thats all | ask" 

"| dont know, Tico. 

David leaned on the bar, resting his head on his hands. At least he'd said he didn't kill people any more. And as 
scared as he was of guns and the violence out here and getting robbed or shot ard killed, with this particular 
outlaw sitting right across from him he wasn't scared at all 

"If | come with you, am | gonna have to rob people?" 

"Ya come with me ya ain't never gonna do nothin’ ya don't want to." 

David raised his head enough to look at Tico. 

"We have to stay here long enough for me to say goodbye to Jon" 


"That gonna take long?" 


"He's out of town, | don't know when he'll be back" 


"| don't really have all the time in the world, David. Ya figured out who | am, someone else is bound to." 
"If | can't say goodbye, | can't leave." 


Tico sighed and reached out to run a hand through David's hair. "Okay. But we need to get ready now so we 
can leave the second after ya say goodbye, alright?" 


For once, David didn't jump when Richie leaned over the piano to talk to him. Probably because he'd asked him 
to come over not more than twenty minutes ago. He closed the piano and poured them a couple drinks, sitting 
at a table across from Richie. 

"What's this about, Dave?" 

| wanna sell you the saloon" 

Richie frowned. "Sell it? Why?" 

"It's - lm leaving town" 

"Going back East? Had enough?" 

"No, | - I'm going with - " 

"With yer tenant" David nodded. "What about Jon?" 

"m telling him when he gets back, and we're leaving right after.” 

Richie sighed. "I don't like it, David. But | won't talk ya out of it. How much ya want fer the place?" 

"Whatever you think is a fair price. Doesn't much matter to me. You know better than | do what it's worth." 

"Il let ya know. | know ya don't want me to ask, but - ya sure ya know what yer doin'?" 


"No. Not at all. But I'm even less sure that staying would be better." 


Richie nodded and drained his glass. "Alright, makes sense." He stood up, pulling David into a hug when he rose. 


‘ll miss ya, kid” 


A crowd was gathered at one end of the road into town, watching the horizon expectantly. Word was the 
sheriff was on his way back, and he'd caught his man. 


"Always does," one man standing near David remarked to his friend. David stayed on the edge of the crowd, 
nervous anticipation boiling in his stomach. He'd give Jon a little while to deal with the bandit, fend off the 
crowd, then he'd go to the jail and drop his bomb. Then when Tico got back, they could leave right away. 


What was Jon going to do? 

In a perfect world, he'd nod in understanding, give David a quick hug, maybe kiss him one last time. He'd get 
that even if he were capable of giving David what he needed, David would rather get it from Tico. Maybe he'd 
give him a gun, tell him he'd never expect him to use it, but he'd feel better if he knew David had one. "Maybe 
Tico'll teach you how to shoot," he'd say, hug David again, and they'd part ways. He'd say goodbye this time. 


But in a perfect world, Tico wouldn't be a bandit and he wouldn't have to give everything else up just to have 


him. This was far from a perfect world, and David had no idea how Jon would react. 


A cheer went up as a speck appeared on the horizon, slowly turning into two horses and two riders. David 


squinted as they got closer - that second horse looked awfully familiar. The second rider did, too; He was sure 


he knew that horse, that hat, that man. 
Oh no. 


Jon had gotten his man. And it was Ais man. 


Seven 


David raced back to the saloon, not staying to watch Jon ride by with Tico in tow. He'd seen Jon bring in 
bandits before, seen how the crowd would jeer and throw things; he couldn't handle seeing that happen to Tico. 


He locked the door and ducked behind the bar, sitting on the floor. He couldn't breathe, his heart was beating 
so fast and so hard he thought it would pop right out and fly away. What should he do, what should he do - 
what could he do? 


He could go to the jail. It would give him a chance to see Tico, make sure he was okay, see that he hadn't been 
shot or hurt in the chase. He could talk to Jon a little, maybe find out what was in store for Tico. lf he knew 
that, maybe he could come up with something. 

The walk to the jail had never seemed longer. The crowd had migrated outside the prison, trying to get a look 
at the filthy bastard their good sheriff had just brought in Hugh was outside, shooing people away, but he 
stepped aside to let David in. 

"Close the door behind ya." 


David did, and Jon slunk up to push him against it, kissing him hard. "Mm, | missed ya" 


"Missed you too." David was extremely aware of Tico sitting in the cell, eyes burning a hole in the back of 
Jon's head as he kissed David again. "Uh, you don't usually - there's someone here." 


Jon smiled and sauntered back over to the desk, dropping into the chair and resting his feet on the desk. David 
walked over stiffly, trying to steal glances at Tico but having a hard time with Jon watching him. He sat on the 
desk next to Jon's feet. 


Jon dropped his legs and pulled his chair forward, pulling David's legs apart and sliding in to sit between them, 
resting his elbows on David's thighs. 


"Don't matter. He's scum." The elbows were replaced with hands, fingers trailing lightly up his legs, squeezing 
when they reached the top, not much separating them from the layer of denim over his balls. 


"No he's - " David bit his lip, Jon staring up at him, confused. 
"What?" 
"Nothing, you just, uh, kind of a sensitive spot" 


‘Sensitive, huh?" Jon smirked and rested his hand on David's crotch with a light squeeze, smile growing broader 


when David moaned before he could stop himself. 


David could feel Tico watching him, knew without looking his eyes had been focused on Jon's hand, head 
snapping up to watch David's face when he moaned. David reached down and grabbed Jon's wrist, pulling him 


away. 


"Jon, there's a huge crowd outside. And in a few minutes Hugh's gonna get rid of ‘em all and they'll want drinks. 
| need to get back to the saloon 


Jon nodded and stood up, pressing close to David and nuzzling his neck. "Alright. Later, then. I'll be here all 
night" He pulled back and let David stand up. 


David started for the door, looking over at Tico again. He was sitting on the cot, back to David and Jon. Fuck. 
Hugh swung the door open just as David was reaching for it. 


"Jon, Richie needs us." 
"Both of us?" 
Hugh nodded. "Says its big" 


Jon sighed and looked at David. "| know ya wanna get back, but could ya stay a few minutes and keep an eye on 


this guy? It shouldn't be long” 

"You're leaving me here with a murderer?" 

"A murderer behind bars, without any weapons. It just be a minute, Dave, you'll be fine” 

"| ~ okay" Jon hugged him and hurried to follow Hugh. "Jon!" 

He poked his head back in. "What?" 

"| - goodbye. 

He cocked his head, furrowing his brow. "Uh, goodbye” He slammed the door shut behind him. 


David went straight for the hook on the wall, grabbing Jon's keys and darting across to Tico's cell, unlocking it 
with shaking fingers. 


"Teek, come on, you don't have a lot of time." 


He hopped off the cot, pushing past David to get his gun out of Jon's desk. He handed David a gun, stuffing his 
pockets with boxes of bullets. 


"Tico, | don't even know how to shoot." 


"So I'll teach ya. Take it - it's not loaded, ya won't accidentally shoot someone. But ya might need it later, if ya 


still want to come with me." 


David took the gun and put it in his pocket - never had any need for a holster - nodding at Tico. Yes, he still 
wanted to go, God yes. 


“Alright. My horse is tied up out back. Go to the saloon, grab whatever ya need to bring, and get ready to 


ride. The second you see me comin’, go. Got that?" 

David nodded again and hurried out of the jail, making sure to shut the door behind him. He sprinted back to 
the saloon, ran upstairs to grab some clothes, moving as fast as he could As an afterthought, he grabbed the 
last couple full bottles of whiskey from behind the bar, frantically stuffing everything in his saddlebags. He 
was barely on his horse when he heard hooves, looking back to see Tico racing down the street. 

So he went. 


They rode until the sun set, slowing only a little when they'd gotten far past any towns. Adrenaline had kept 
David going at first, but it had worn off hours ago, replaced by exhaustion and soreness. He was about as 


used To riding horses as he was to every other aspect of life out here. 


Tico noticed him lagging behind and stopped. He had already dismounted and was gathering whatever he could 
find to make a fire when David caught up. 


"Ya ok?" 
"Yeah. Tired. My ass hurts." 


"I'd think yard be used to that with me around." David smiled, the smile fading to a wince as he lowered himself 
to sit on the ground. Tico lit the fire, rummaging in his saddlebags before he sat down next to David. 


“All | got are biscuits." 


David would have eaten buffalo shit right about then, so biscuits were fine and dandy as far as he was 


concerned. They ate in silence, watching the fire. 
"There's whiskey in my saddlebags. l'd get a bottle but | don't think | can move." 


Tico grinned as he stood up. "I knew ya'd have the right idea of what ‘essentials’ was." 


David watched the fire, letting exhaustion carry him into a place where the only things that existed were the 
shoulder he was resting against, the hand that passed him the bottle every now and then, and the fire. Above 
them was a blanket of stars, around them nothing but desert as far as the eye could see. For now, he could 


pretend there was nothing else. 

David awoke to Tico disentangling himself, rolling to lie on his back when Tico stood up. 

"We gotta get goin." 

He nodded, starting to sit up, but his muscles started screaming in protest. "| can't move." 

"Ya hafta. We'll lose this head start if we don't ride all day." 

Tico reached down and pulled David up, patting his back sympathetically and helping him onto his horse. 

They rode much more slowly than last night, partly because David couldnt go that fast again, and partly 
because they didn't need to. Even stopping overnight, they had at least a couple hours on anyone who would 
come after them. More, if Jon had tried to organize a group to go with him. 

Jon wouldn't know David had willingly freed Tico, he'd have no idea. He probably thought poor David had been 
threatened into helping the big bad outlaw, kidnapped so if the sheriff found them he could put a gun to the 
sweet, innocent bartender's head and bargain for his own life. 

What would he do when - if - he found out the truth? 

"So what's the story with the sheriff?" 

"Huh?" 

"Ya seemed awful friendly yesterday." 

He'd been waiting for this to come up; dreading that it would when he was on the horse and needed to focus 
more on shifting to save his aching muscles and not falling off and keeping up with the much more experienced 
rider than explaining himself. "Oh, | - it's complicated." 

"We got time. Start talkin." 


| can't - | can't ride and explain at the same time. I'm not - I'm really bad at this cowboy thing.’ 


Tico sighed and stopped his horse. "Alright, we'll stop here for lunch, then. Lunch and conversation" 


David was sure if he got off the horse he'd never be able to get back on, but he dismounted carefully and sat 
next to Tico on the ground. 


‘Its nothing big, honest. It was just - he likes men, too. So we just kind of..you know, used each other to relieve 


the frustration’ 
"That's all 
"Yeah" 

"Nothing else” 


"Well, | mean - | wanted more, | did. But he didn't, | don't think. Never asked him, but he never - he didn't want 


more. And then you came along.” 
"Right. So l'm the next most convenient thing." 


Before David knew what was going on, Tico had mounted his horse and was riding off. He struggled to his feet, 
struggling to climb up on his own horse, Tico almost out of sight by the time he got moving. 


Eight 


"Tico!" Every time David approached the man ahead of him, he sped up a little, never quite letting David catch 


him. This had been going on for almost two hours now. 


"Tico, for fuck's sake, slow down! Or I'll stop right here and wait for ‘em to catch up to me and I'll tell ‘em | 


shot you and then I'll point this fucking gun at them so someone shoots mel" 


The shape in front of him paused, then Tico turned his horse around and trotted back, turning around once 
more when he was next to David. 


"You're not the second best thing, okay? Why the Hell would | be out here riding this stupid horse and risking 
my stupid life for the second best when | could've just stayed home with Jon? I'm fucked out here without 
you, completely fucked, so if you're gonna be mad at me can it at least be over something that makes some 


fucking sense?" 
"Turn left." 
"Huh?" 


"Left. Better place to set up for the night. We can stay all day tomorrow, we've got enough of a start on ‘em, 


give ya a chance to rest. | think there's a stream or some shit, so we can clean up, too." 


He'd been expecting an “I'm sorry", but thinking about it, the prospect of a day of rest and getting clean was 


much, much better. 


The water was fucking cold, but oh God was it nice. It wasn't really a stream, but not quite a river - just wide 
enough that David couldn't reach one bank from the other, and up to his waist. He ducked under, holding his 
breath, shaking his head around to make sure all his hair got wet. He intended to stay in until there wasn't a 
single trace of dust or sweat or grime anywhere on him. It could take hours, but it was a commitment he was 


willing to make. 

When he came up for air, Tico was easing into the water. 
"Nice?" 

"Fucking wonderful." 


Tico slid closer to him, wrapping his arms around David's waist and kissing him, thoroughly exploring his mouth. 
David moaned and pressed against him; Tico's body was still warm, the coldness of the water hadn't had 


enough time to take effect. Warm hands slid down to cup his ass, squeezing and kneading. He moaned into Tico's 
mouth, gasping as his cheeks were spread and cold water drifted down the cleft. 


Tico's hand slid around to his still-soft cock, and David pulled out of the kiss. "It's - unh, it's too cold, Teek" 


Tico nodded and pulled away, taking David's hand and leading him out of the water. His own cock stood up 
proudly from its nest of black curls, glistening in the sunlight. He pulled David over to a blanket not far from 
the bank. 


He eased David down, sliding on top of him, bodies still slick as they rubbed against each other. The sun beat 
down on them, warming David, his cock starting to respond to Tico's attention. Tico started rocking his hip, 
grinding his cock against David's, both of them moaning at the contact. 


David slid a hand down to wrap around their cocks, stroking them both at once, the other hand winding around 
to Tico's ass. They rutted against each other desperately, precome leaking from the heads of their cocks to 
ease the motions of David's hand. Tico dipped his head to kiss David, bracing himself with his hands on either 
side of David's head, thrusting his hips like he was fucking him. David whimpered and arched up, Tico sliding 
down to nibble at his neck as he pumped them both harder. 


The water from the river had dried, bodies now slick with sweat as they rubbed against each other harder, 


need building inside them. David squeezed Tico's ass, pulling him down harder, moving his other hand around to 
cup the other cheek and hold him tight. Heat shot through his body, constant flashes of pleasure from the 


contact. Tico licked and sucked up to his ear. 

"Come on, David, come with me, come on, | - unh - " 

David arched higher, trying to touch every inch of Tico at once, pulling him as close as he could. He groaned, 
bucking his hips when Tico worked one hand between them to squeeze the heads of their cocks together. He 
squeezed again, again, and cried out, spurting in a hot rush over David. David groaned and felt his balls tighten, 
one more squeeze of his cock and he was coming too. 

Tico relaxed against him, kissing him softly. 

"You really aren't my second choice, Tico. | - Jon, he - you're not, okay?" 

Tico smiled. "Alright, | believe ya. | think we need to wash up again, huh?" 


David frowned at the biscuit in his hand. His mental image of nights under the stars with Tico hadn't involved 
not having anything to eat but the dry, crumbly bread. Hadn't really involved running from the law, either, so 
it was just a problem of not thinking things through. 


It was okay, though. Lying nice and warm in his bed in the room above the saloon would have been far more 
comfortable, but the chill in the air had its charm. Sitting under one blanket, watching the fire, passing the 
bottle of whiskey back and forth, chatting about whatever came to mind - it was nice. 

"Whiskey's gone." Tico tossed the bottle aside. 

"But we have plenty of biscuits." 

"Regret comin’ yet?" 

He was about to answer when Tico's head perked up and he looked behind them. 

"What?" 

"Think someone's comin." 

‘Is it 2" 


Tico shook his head. "Don't know. We'd best be on our way, though. C'mon" 


Tico kicked out the fire, mounting his horse, waiting for David to get up. "We'll go slow as long as we can, but 
ya see me speed up ya speed right the Hell up with me, ya hear?" 


"Yeah, okay." David didn't see anyone behind them, hadn't heard anything but the crackling of the fire, but he 
trusted Tico. 


They trotted along, moving just fast enough to make the breeze seem stronger, coldness seeping through 


David's clothes. They kept a steady pace, Tico glancing over his shoulder every now and then. David kept looking, 
too, but he never saw anything. Maybe Tico was hallucinating. 


What he did see was the first few lines of gray on the horizon behind them. He turned back to Tico. 
"Could we take a break, maybe? | mean - it's almost morning, and | don't see anyone following us." 
Tico frowned. "In a little bit, we might. Need to - shit." 


"What?" David turned to look behind them again, eyes going wide. He saw two specks, just a bit darker than the 
sky behind them. Two horse-and-rider-shaped specks. 


Tico kicked his horse into action, David racing to keep up with him. Over his shoulder, the specks grew a little 
bigger. 


Nine 

David had no idea how long they raced over the landscape, never letting the riders approach them. He was 
exhausted, sore, having trouble keeping his grip on the reins, the only thing keeping him going was fear. What if 
they started shooting? What if they shot him? What if they shot Tico and not him? What would he do? 

So he resolved to never let them get close enough to fire. It got harder and harder, he found himself slowly 
losing ground, Tico pulling ahead of him without really trying. His horse was tired, he was tired, the word flew 
by them in a blur. It was harder and harder to hold on, he couldn't do it any more, he couldn't, but he had to 
hold on and he had to keep going and he wasn't going to let them get caught. 

"Whoa!" Tico pulled to a stop, David stopping a few feet ahead of him. 


"Why'd you stop? They're still coming, they're - " 


"Because ya look like yer about ten seconds from keelin' over. Ya keep slowin’ down, they'll catch us anyway, so 


no need for you to push yerself to death." 

"What - what's gonna happen when they catch up?" 

Tico shrugged. "Dunno. Lotsa things could happen - most of ‘em ya don't need to hear. 

David swallowed hard, twisting his hands in the reins, watching the two men approach. Sitting here like this, he 
felt awfully helpless; it didn't help that he knew if it weren't for him, Tico would still be running. Or he would 


have outrun them long ago. Either way, he wouldn't be sitting here waiting to get caught. 


Jon was close enough now David could see his face, see that Hugh was the other rider. They pulled up close, 


Jon drawing his gun as soon as his horse stood still 

"Hand David over." 

Tico looked over at David, cocking his head. David shook his head, and both turned to watch Jon. 
"| said ya son of a bitch, hand. David. Over. Quicker you do it, less likely | am to shoot." 

"Jon, don't. I'm not - he didn't - he didn't kidnap me." 

"He gonna shoot ya if ya don't say that?" 

David slid off his horse and walked over. "Jon, put the gun down" 


Jon looked at Hugh. "That fucker tries to run, shoot him." He watched until Hugh was pointing his gun at Tico, 


holstering his own and dismounting. 

"What's goin’ on, Dave?" 

I'm out here ‘cause | want to be, Jon He didn't do anything to me - nothing bad, anyway." 
"Ya have any fuckin’ idea what this guy is like, Dave? He - " 

| have a better idea than you do, Jon Do what you have to do, but I'm staying with him." 


Jon stared at David, then looked beyond him to Tico, who was switching between staring down Hugh and 
watching David. 


"I don't - why? How?" 
It's a long story.” 
David watched Jon's face, watching the emotions registering in turn. Confusion, fear, disappointment. Anger. 


| mean, really, what the fuck is this? Ya can't even fuckin’ look at a gun without screamin’ like a little girl. 


Whatever fuckin’ game yer playin’ here, it ain't funny.” 


‘Its not a game." David's eyes were fixed on Jon's hand, stroking the handle of his gun. Jon wouldn't shoot him, 


would he? 

Men have killed for less. David swallowed hard. 

"Well then what the fuck is it?" 

David closed his eyes. He couldn't say it if he was looking at the gun. Men have killed for less. 
"I love him," his voice was barely a whisper. 

"What was that?" 

I'm out here and l'm fucking staying out here ‘cause | love him." 

David opened his eyes. Jon's hand had tightened on the handle of his gun 

"What about me?" 


"What the fuck about you? What about the guy who fucked me and kicked me out of the room when he got 
off? What about the guy who didn't give any sign there was anything more than fucking, especially not where 


- oh God, no - someone might see? What about you, Jon? You can't stay unattached and then get pissed when 


someone else comes along!" 
"Ya take this fuckin’ piece of shit over me ‘cause - what the Hell did you want from me?" 


"Nothing! | just fucking wanted youl Would it have killed you to do something other than fuck me, to let me 
hang around a couple hours and talk, to do anything but fuck and then pretend we never did?" 


Some part of David's brain told him not to yell at the man with the gun. Unfortunately, it didn't speak up until 
Jon had yanked it out of his holster, finger on the trigger. 


"| just needed a little more time, Dave. | coulda been what ya needed, | just needed more time." 
"You didn't have more time, Jon. Im sorry." 

"Yer not fucking sorry! If ya were sorry yad fucking come back with me!" 

"It's too late, Jon I'm not going back with you. You had your chance." 

"If yer goin’, ya better just fuckin’ go." 

"What are you gonna do?" 

"What | have to. Get on yer goddamned horse and fuckin’ go, okay?" 


David stepped forward, digging in his pocket, still very aware of the gun pointed in his direction. He handed Jon 
a key. 


"Tell Rich the saloon's his, okay?" 
"Even Richie ends up with more of ya than | do." 


David looked at the ground, taking another step forward. If he were a couple inches to the left, the gun would 
be pressed against his forehead. 


‘lm sorry, Jon" 

"Yiain't fuckin’ - " David cut him off by dipping his head, kissing him, Jon stiffening for a split second before 
relaxing into it, wrapping his free arm around David. He pushed his tongue into David's mouth, tasting him for 
what he knew very well was the last time. David moaned and let him explore, let him clutch at the back of his 


shirt, let him do what he needed. Jon pulled away with a soft sigh. 


"Goodbye, David." 


David nodded once and mounted his horse, waiting for Jon to get Hugh to put down his gun before he turned, 


motioning Tico to come with him. 

Tico watched David ride in silence for a few minutes before he spoke. 

"I love ya too, ya know." 

"| almost fucking got shot, didn't 1?" 

"That took balls. More balls than second best would get." 

"So where we headed?" 

"Nowhere special." 

Hugh looked over at Jon as he mounted his horse. "You're just gonna let ‘em go?" 


Jon shook his head, raising his gun. He aimed, closed his eyes, and fired twice, turning around so he never had 


to know what he hit. 


